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hope. The other doctor was spokesman, and told me that it was typhoid pneumonia., complicated with some other congestion; but still there were encouraging symptoms, if mamma could only rally from her excessive prostration; but this, he felt, was very doubtful. Still, I must not lose hope. If she could be kept from the least cough or disturbance, and with constant stimulants and nourishment, she might get through.
" When I went back, mamma asked me what they thought, and I said, * They think you are dangerously ill, mamma, but you have so much vitality there is great hope still/    She said, 'I know the other doctor did not think I would live.'    This I disclaimed, and talked to her cheerfully.    She was very quiet all the afternoon, and who can tell how breathlessly Ellen and I watched her!    And there was now the consolation of having little things to do for her constantly, and seeing her take nourishment in tiny quantities.     She hated the taste of the brandy, and always made a face at it.    When the doctor came in the evening, he stayed for several hours, going into her room two or three times to see how she got on.    The last time, he said, 'Mrs. Hawthorne, I have now come to see how you feel, and to say good-night.' After he had gone, mamma said,' I know the doctor thinks I am very ill/    ' Yes, mamma/ I said,' he is very anxious, but we have great hope still/
" Ellen would not consent to leave me, and after a while mamma noticed we were both there, and said,